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CU hat wight alyue would not lament his lofſe? 
edles me to want bim, is the common voyce: 
Foz ſuch a Pine ſhalneuer pwze man baue, 
Kylled by a Traytour, ſtealing vpon hun cloſe, 
Purpoſing of purpoſe,kife fo2 life to loſe, 


no compartſontwirt a Ringes ſonne and a Bnaus 


But iges | 
ith he is gone, we cannot againe him craue. 
CTo 


| Thꝛough al our rcalme I dare welmake this choiſe, 
| Raigned not his follow ſince buried was the Lruile, 


kepe god rule he rode, and take no reſt, 

Both South and Nozth,and ſomtime Eaſt and eit, 
| All to decoꝛe our common wealth men know : 

By whom let vs ſ&, was Pirates ſo oppzelt? 


z yet the therues ſo thzowne downe and d2ell? 
Argyle and Huntlye hid them both fo: aw, 
And de might, he was tendant at Law, 
Twyſe on a dap, and ſleeped not in lleuth, 
To ſz no fauters ſhould beare them by the treuth. 
Df this foule fac ſuppoſe our foes be fapne, 
et after Moyſes, Ioſua comes agayne, 
To guide the pcople,geue glozy therfoze to GOD. 
Should they ſucceede, that haue Loꝛd Limes ſo flayne? 
DI Beware of that, leaſt that ye fœle the payne, 
And haue pour weake ones wy2ried with the Tode. 
Thinke pe with reaſon tbat ſuch Chould rule the rod, 
Tz Which with double murder haue made vs ſuch ado 
And with aur Kyng would play like couſonage to? 


* 
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edu, ir you pleaſe, J warrant you pe haue necde, 


o kepe our King from kankred Kedzochs ſede, 
gl That dayly wayes inuentes to put him downe: 
3 His Graundſire layne at Lythquo as J it rede, 
GY His Ondlire thziſe did leaue this land in dede, 
=— at midnight murdꝛed in this towne, 
vis Couſin now laſt, and pet they claime the crowne. 
SY WBlinds locke may grfle,tf theſe be godly derdes, 
©] _ W2udeby that Biſhop in who this miſchiefes bzcedes 


DT That with dis lerſings all the Laitie peruartes, 
= S&traight iopne pour fozces fo the feldes without feare, 
1 Wecauſe ve take your ſtoutnes al in ſtartes, 
e Hammilton in halt while pe haue hartes. 
% Deuiſeſome way to pay your men of warre, 
Foz if they once begon, ve neede not gather geare. 
N Fight well, and war them, and wan the riches thozc, 
And it ye doe thus, in deede ye nerde no moze, 


6 CCurſt be ve both , Biſhop and Bothwell ech, 


CI is? 


Foz this faule deede,your neckes the halter ſtretch, 


If ve two want the withy,they do much wong pou: 


Lythquo lament,your Burgeſes may loke bleach, 


go theſe two houſes fo; theſe derdes inding, 

hand of GOD doth ouer their heades hing, 

I — keg rare go 282 
Hepbumi wil go to w2acke,foz wyzring King, 
But Hamiltons fye,this was a fouler thing, "I 


4 this your firme religioi), yeais, yea is e 


— *!\Such a time hall come J trow as Thomas ſaies: * 

| HYeardmen ſhal hunt you vp thzough Garranis hill, 
Caſting their Plates and let the plough ſtand ſtill. 
| — — theſe plages are poured out, 

To wꝛeake this woꝛld, and wot ye where about? 
| Becauſe we want no vice vnder the beauen: 
Dith double murder makersſzke to rule the rout, 
A With the Niniuites to our GOD let vs go cry andſhout, 
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ical end and death ofthe Lozd J 


— ſet forth in Scottiſh,and printed at Edinburgh. 15 70. 
And now partly turned in to Engliſh, 


Foz to retreate that ſentence iuſtly geuen. 
Pet thou god L, that indgeth al thinges euen, 
Seing the perril that ouer the people ſtandes, 
Let not their blod be ſought at giltles handes. 


© Now Lo2des + Lo2dings aſſembled in this place, 
Ouer long we talke of Tragedies, alas, 

Away with care, with comfozt now conclude: 
As god in paper, as ſpeake it to your face, 


- If murtherers foz this geare get any grace, 


Pe ſhal be ſhent, thinke on, I ſay foz god, 
Huh arte and part are gilty of his bloed, 


C Firſt on the fleldes,make ſhoztly folk, . 
We lacke but one, and what the wozſe are wa? 
Dith GOD was pleaſed to take him out of pine: 
Amen on mold are marked foz to dye, 
An tune and place appointed, ſo was he. 
Let not in care pour couragies decline, 
Foz want of one J would not al ſhould tine. 


Oo ſeeke at Roxbrugh when the King was ſlaine Tyl Sadler come, 


And pet one woman wan the houſe agayne. 


© Sith then by women doughty deedes were done, 
Pe Barrons be blithc,and hold pour harts aboue, 
Andlet vs heare wherefoze ye hapned hither, 
They are no great partie,and pe ſpade you lone, 
Albeit that boyd bs darip in Denone, 
Lang oz Argyle be gathered in together, 
When al is done, the Counſaile may conſier, 
What is the moſt thoſe murtherers may ds, 
Suppoſe that Huntly would come + help them to. 


C Bad we one head would ſtoutly tndertake it, 
The Barrons ſapes they ſhould be boldly backed, 
gt they with ſpcevines trauelts theſe townes: 


Mon 
Why ſtand pe afeard of Traitours twiſe detracev? 
Khiake ve not ſhame to heare your Loztſhips lacked? 

Some feares their fleſh,ſom gins to gather crownes 


$amehides their heads, ſom girds them vp ingownss 
Loke how your enmies pzides the in their ſpurring 
' Keping the flelds, and frees not in their furring. 


Vo wo2zth the wines that foſtred you and fed, 
Pe vo nothing loue but lye on ſoftsn bed, 

And keepe you fro cold, with cloutes in your ſho; 
I thinke great wonder how ye can be ſo dzed, 
Dzfray at them that laſt befoze you flod , 

Manting their Quene,ſith God is gaynſt them to, 
Why lye ye here, hauing herelitle to do? | 
Lhe Barrons bids you ſhs2tly bide, oʒ els begone, 
Courage decaies if cotichmen tary long. 


CYaueLions lokes,and then make way foꝛth clearc, 
Be Hannibals, and heyſe pour harts with chcare. 


But be not Kill, while thoſe Bnaues da encloſe you, 


Be nerdes not wozke that hath one god overſcer, 
Noz pe nende fight,ſo that your hartes were fræcr. 

But by my ſoule my ſelfe could neuer rufe you: 
Aunow wel foz this crime Chzift ſhal accuſe you. 
Foz ſparing Agag, Sul was puniſhed ſoze, 
So Hal he pou, 4 dare not ſay no moze. 


¶ The Lo2d of hoſtes that heauen t carth comanndes» 
Keepe our yong King from al bandes, 
And that god Queene of |-ngland,andher Counſel to. 
Pe feare the Frenchmcn ſhould ouerlay theſe landes, 
But J heare ſap by ſome that vnderſtandes, 
K+ — but —— = 
ur Qutene is kept ſtraightly,her power is 
England wil help vou, and ye wil help pour ſelues, 
And — as of them nothing els, 


T Thusfare ve wel,Jſparenot to offend you, 
In ſimple verſe this Schevul that J ſend you, 
Beleching pou to ſcanne it i ve map. 
Steale ye a wap, the wines wil vilypend you, 
And if ye byde, the Barrons wil commend you. 
Belt were it A thinks, we might pꝛeuent that dap, 


Why ſhould pe feare, oz fauoʒ them fo; ficiching? 
Pe herd your ſelues what Knox ſpake * 
ing. 


| [Now 


Jn dede my Lo2des, 
J chꝛinne not foz to ſhew: 
Suppoſe pe cracke, 
Pe lye abacke,. , 

| Andlybelles by the Law. 
Pe matte not to, 
us men chould ds, 
IAtrow ye ffandin ſcm aw: 
Duppoſe ye hight, 

To li you fight, 

| That day wil neuer daw. 


Is ns remapd, 
Fro be be dead, | 
| Nomantoleke amendes; 

£2 who is here, | 
Dare bzeake a ſpeare, 
| Upon vone limmeris lends 
Pe dare not mum, 
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| To ſe what England ſends; 
Thinking to ſay it, | 
And ay delay it, 

And ſo the matter endes. 


With ſighes and ſobs, 
And belted robes, 
Ye counterfeite the dule: 
What doughty dades, 
To weareſuch wecdes? 
| Except it were a fule. 
Paketo the towne, 
And cow them downe, 
No oz your courage cule 
Foz Maddie (ayes, 
Bide ye few dares, 
Pe benot ther while Zule. 


Is this the thing, 

Who guides the King? 
Pe cannot al agree: 

fye fo; ame, 

Fetch Leuenox hame, 

Pe haue none nar noz he. 

If he want grace, 

To guyde that place, 

Ther is other two oz tha: 


But all in vapne, 
To wylh and wpyll not ber. 


And ſome there bene, 


I take nofeare, 
| The Fiend aby we ſet her, 
Foz We are now, 
As ſtark I trow, 
As karnzer whe we met her 
When all is done, 
They ſtart toſone, 
To boaſt, ę not the better, 


Ithinke it belt, 
Pe take no reſt, | 
Ifye durſt vnder take it: 
And we be trew, 
We are inew, k 
Pe hal be boldly backt it. 
But ſine I ſe, 
It wyll not bee, 
wilnot make it 
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The Tragedies . 
Lenuoy. 
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Then war 4 fayne, | 
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